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MESSAGE 


For the past seven years, the National Book Development Board has 
been committed to support the creative sector especially Philippine 
poets through promotion of their works. Thus, it is with great 
pleasure that we present the second compilation of Tulaan sa Tren 
which contains Filipino and English poems that are delightful and 
instructive, regaling and refreshing, moving and musing. 

In this installment, we bring together new and seasoned treats for 
reading, reciting, listening and reflecting. May these words, verses, 
tracks and trains of thought and tone from our veteran and budding 
poets consolidate our collective conscience, clarify our sense of reality, 
and strengthen our sense of country. 

Once again, we thank the Light Railway Transit Authority, the Book 
Development Association of the Philippines, the Optical Media Board, 
Vibal Foundation and our other project partners for helping us sustain 
and expand our reach and our constituency. 

Mabuhay ang mga makatang Pinoy! Mabuhay ang tulaan sa 
pakikipagsapalaran ng bayang Pilipinas! 


DENNIS T. GONZALEZ 
CHAIRMAN, NBDB 


INTRODUCTION 


It's been a week since the great flood of September 26, 2009 brought by 
Typhoon Ondoy. In the meantime, the Light Rail Transit has become 
more than a train that ferries people from one point to another; it has, 
for a week now, been transporting relief goods from higher ground 
to the flood-affected cities of Marikina, Cainta and Pasig; ferried the 
President from Malacanang in Manila to these affected areas because 
her vehicles could not go through the muddied and flooded streets to 
reach people whose homes have gone under as much as 20 feet of 
water; while the Santolan Depot, the place where we launched Tulaan 
sa Tren 1, has become a DOTC relief center. The train has come to 
mean more to this city than just a means of transport. 

When we launched the Tulaan sa Tren 2 poetry contest, inviting 
people to send in their poems on travel and journeys to be posted in 
the trains, we were surprised at how many of the 262 entries came from 
Filipinos all over the world rather than from just within the Philippines: 
a winner in the Filipino division works in Italy; another in the English 
division is in Saudi Arabia. We didn't expect the kind of poems we got 
either, waiting mainly for poetry that spoke of wanderlust, or the joys of 
discovery, or even asad longing for memories in places left behind when 
one undertakes a long trip. We certainly did not expect the many poems 
of pain that made us realize how, for many of our people, travelling on 
trains has become more than just getting to and from school or work, it 
means separation from family and country, not just for the temporary 
few hours within a workday but for months—even years on end. And 
the pain that comes with this separation spoke of these far away 
places not as places to visit as tourists, but as places to make agonizing 
sacrifices for those left behind. The trains in these faraway places 
figure prominently in their poems, meaning more than transportation 
from one place to another, more akin to the transportation of relief from 
what we hope would be a temporary misery. 


It's a long way between the city that was on September 25, 2009 and 
the city that is after September 26. But because of the help of many, 
especially that of Esther Vibal and the Vibal Foundation, who are 
printing this beautiful book that travels well, and leading poets 
Gémino Abad, Bienvenido Lumbera and Alfred Yuson, who judged 
the winners of the contest, edited, chose and arranged the poems for 
this collection of travel poetry, may this book serve as relief indeed for 
Pinoys everywhere feeling just a little bit travel weary. 


ANDREA PASION-FLORES 
Executive Director 
Pasig City, 04 October 2009 
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Tren, tren, tren! 
Pagkaganda-ganda 
Ng aking umaga! 
Mutyang nakilala 
Sa Pasay kanina'y 
Itsurang artista; 

Sa Cubao din pala 
Nag-oopisina. 

Di ko nausisa 

Kung siya’y dalaga, 
Ngunit kung hindi na 
Manawari sana 

Ay walang asawa. 


Tren, tren, tren! 
Bilis-bilisan po! 

At naghihingalo 

Ang mahal kong bunso! 
Hindi na malayo! 
"Wag sanang huminto, 
Tayo nama’y puno! 
Tingnan at sa dulo 
Merong nakatayo! 
Hindi mapupugto 

Ang buhay ni Bunso 
Basta't sumapuso 
Ang bitbit kong dugo! 


TREN, TREN, TREN! 


ABDON BALDE. JR. 


Tren, tren, tren! Tren, tren, tren! 


Dalhin sa Makati Siksikan na naman, 
Itong aking swerti; Walang maupuan! 
Pers dey ko mag dyuti Araw araw na lang 
Sa bank sikyoriti, Na nag-uunahan 


Patungo kung saan 
Merong kapalaran. 
Habang nasa daan 
May nadudukutan, 
May natsatsansingan, 
May nasusumpungang 
Di inaasahan 

Na kaligayahan! 


Di bale nang riski 
Basta't laging bisi; 
Di tulad ng pisting 
Opis sikyoriti, 

Na lagi kang drawsi 
Lalo na sa gabi, 
Malimit mahuli 
Isliping on dyuti. 


Tren, tren, tren! 
dahan-dahan lamang 
At baka maiwan 

Irog kong katipan! 
Tangan nya ang kaban 
Ng kinabukasa't 
Dangal ng pangalan 
Na tangi kong yaman; 
Kung siya'y maiwan 
Ay di ko malaman 
Ang kahihinatnan 

Ng binhi na laman 
Ng sinapupunan! 


3rd Prize, Tulaan sa Tren 2 Poetry Writing Contest, Filipino Category 


Read by Romnick Sarmenta 
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2121 ABENIDA RIZAL 


EPIFANIO SAN JUAN. JR. 


Lumilipas ang lahat na parang tubig sa ilog. - HERAKLEITOS 
Sa panaginip nagsisimula ang pananagutan. - W.B. YEATS 


Tumitili ang sirena ng tren sa tining ng hatinggabi — 
Sa iglap ng orasan, tumitili! 

Tuwing hatinggabi sa krus na daan ng Blumentritt 
Umuulos sa kaluluwa 

Ang tudla ng panahon ... 


Mga takip-silim na tuyot ang dila sa pagkabigo 
Mga umagang umaambon ng luhang malamig 
Araw / gabing umuulan, hanging tumitili — 

At sa batang iyon ng panahong lumipas 
Kumakalampagg pa rin sa tabi ng hagdan 

Ang lumang alulod, yerong alulod, sirang alulod ... 


Tumitili ang sirena, kumakalampag ang kalawanging yero! 


Ang pagkaing dalisay na siyang pag-aari 

Ng bawat panahon, ay may bango at lasang 

Dulot ng panaginip ng kinabukasan; 

Ngayon, sa pangungulila ng gabing tag-ulan 
Napapaglirip ang tunog na pumailanlang — 

Habang naghihintay sa bukang-liwayway 

Na siyang gigising sa asawa’'t anak — 

O tili ng sirena, nagbabantang langit, yerong alulod: 
Ako'y bumabangon sa bilog ng “Oo, oo.” 

Sa tahanan ng aking pagkabata at tanging pagkatao. 


HIMAGSIK NI JOJO 


BIENVENIDO LUMBERA 


May maragasang treng laging yumayanig 
sa pawid na dingding ng iyong daigdig. 
Sigaw ng silbato'y 

tila nangangako ng malayong langit. 

Sa nasang lagtasin ang pusod na lubid, 
na gapos sa iyo 

ng sakiting ina't mestisong kapatid, 

may inihahasang mapurol na lupit. 


Inari mong kandado sa tanging lagusan 
suyo ng inang nananalig pang 

bahay-tao niya ang iyong tahanan. 

Kaya't kung dulutan ng laan pangaral, 
alinlangan kang baka may pain 

sa haing pagtingin sa mesang-kakanan. 
Tanging katiyakan — na sa daang-bakal 
kung ika-walo’y nag-aanyaya 

ang maragasang treng hindi naghihintay. 


Ang musmos mong isip, sa ibang daigdig 
laging naghahanap ng mababayg langit. 
Baguntao ka na, 

may sapat na gulang, abot na ng bait 

na di kayang putlin ng pangal na lupit 
ang buhol ng pusod. 

Kaya't gabi-gabi ay inip na inip 

na inihahasa ang paghihimagsik, 

at hinihintay mong 

gumuho sa yanig ang daigdig na pawid. 


Read by Harlene Bautista 
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SA METRO' LINEA 3 
PAGKAMATAY..PAGKABUHAY 


GEXTER OCAMPO LACAMBRA 


Araw-araw, kusa naming inililibing ang aming sarili. 
Nagpapahugos kami sa napakalalim na hukay 
patungo sa hintayan ng aming kabaong. 


Sa takdang oras, dumarating ang anim 
na dugtong-dugtong na ataul, 

kusang bubukas ang bubog nilang pinto, 
papasok kami't agaran silang magsasara. 


Sa loob, simula ng aming pagkamatay: 


Uusad ang kabit-kabit na ataul, 
sasakalin kami ng di madalumat 

na nagsala-salabat na amoy 

ng kapwa naming mga bangkay, 

ng iba't ibang alalahanin ng buhay. 
Hanggang lamunin kami ng lupa't bato. 


Sa pagpikit namin upang humimlay, 
tumatakas ang diwa sa katawang 
hinapo ng naunang pagkamatay. 
Saglit naming malilimutan 

ang hagupit ng dila ng mga amo 

na di kumikilala sa aming dangal, 
ang paghamak ng aming kapwa, 

ang koronang tinik ng pagiging alipin, 
ang bigat ng krus sa aming balikat. 
Ang aming paulit-ulit na pagkapako. 
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Sa itinakdang fermata,? 

himalang bumabalik ang tumakas na ulirat. 
Maaalimpungatan kami sa pagkahimlay. 
Pagbukas ng mga salaming pinto, 

walang-lingon naming iiwan ang aming kabaong. 
Aahon kami sa hukay upang sundan 

ang liwanag sa itaas na dulo ng hukay. 


Ganito kami. 

Paulit-ulit kaming nagpapalibing. 
Namamatay. 

Para kami at ang iba’y mabuhay. 


1Metro (0 Metropolitana) - palasak na tawag sa underground 
railway network ng Milan, Italy. May tatlong Metro system 
ang Milan, at ang Linea 3 ang pinakamalalim. Kumbaga sa 
building, halos anim na palapag ang lalim nito. 


2fermata - katumbas ng bus stop o terminal 


2nd Prize, Tulaan sa Tren 2 Poetry Writing Contest, Filipino Category 
Read by Christine Bersola-Babao 
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PAN-RUS# HOUR 


JOSELITO DE LOS REYES 


Dapat walang pagsalang deretsong riles ang liston 
ng iyong abuhing pantalon upang hindi mapahiya 
sa kintab ng kabibiton mong Lunes at sapatos 

na karengga ng magpakailanman mong kurbata't 
nanggagalaiting kuwelyo ng bihis-Makati 0 Ortigas. 


Dapat humahalimuyak ka kahit lampas-lampasan 

sa di-pahuhuling alas-otso ang sirit ng pawis sa noo, 
sa batok, sa likod ng hindi magkamayaw na kriskrusan 
ng minutong ikakaltas sa iyong kinsenas at katapusan. 


Dapat kumpleto ang lingguhang ulat ng iyong pinagpala 
sa lahat na laptop na bumibigat, lumalapad, 

bumibigat bawat hinihingal na estasyong isinabit mo 

sa balikat, iniiwas sa sunggab at balya ng mga obrerong 
gaya mo, kanina lamang ay mabango at bibong-bibo. 


Muni mo, mali lahat ang pakana ng gobyernong ilayo 
sa mga makahaywey na tao ang terminal 

na umiilap kada segundong pag-init 

ng punong-tainga ng pipirma sa iyong iniingat-ingatan, 
iniimpok-impok, itinatago-tagong pampamilyang leave. 


Madidili mong via crucis kahit hindi santo-santo 

ang riles na ito, kahit alam mong malayong-malayo 

ka sa pagiging berbo, kahit alam mong umaastang 
Golgotha ang araw na itong lubhang kaylayo pa 

sa umento, mainit na kape, pansine, pang-apartment, 
pang-ipon sa kabuhayang ipinangako mo sa sariling 
ikukubli sa nakangingilong sagitsit ng pambayang tren 
na iisang ruta lamang ang alam: walang balikan. 


Ist Prize, Tulaan sa Tren 2 Poetry Writing Contest, Filipino Category 
Read by Romnick Sarmenta 


ESTRANGHERO 


RIO ALMA 


Bawat bituin ay isang tahanan, 

Kumakaway at naghihintay, 

Nagpapasikdo sa mithiing maglakbay. 

Wala, wala akong kasiyahan; 

Walang pantalan o himpilang makatighaw 
Sa bughaw na uhaw 

At matandang pintig ng nunal sa talampakan. 


Sa timog, binagtas ko'y mga larangan 

Ng sinaunang digma't gutom; 

Sa hilaga, nanggilalas ako 

Sa hiwaga ng agham 

At nagtitimpalakang likhang-yaman. 

Nakiluhod ako sa mesiyas sa silangan 

Habang umaawit ang mga anghel at anakpawis 
At matagal ding namahinga sa kanluran 

Sa piling ng isang mayuming mestisa. 


Dalawa ang aming anak 

At pinagpala ang ani noon ng ubas 

Nang muli akong magpaalam 

Tungo sa kung-saang di ko alam. 
Natikman ko na ang asin sa dagat 
Gayundin ang maghukay ng ugat sa gubat 
At lumipad sa lupain ng buhangin, 

Ngunit waring marami pang sulok ng lupa 
At pusod ng along dapat kong tuklasin. 
May naririnig akong hamon pagdilat; 
Saglit na kamatayan ang bawat pagpikit. 
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Anupa’t kung gabing tahimik ang mundo 
At nag-uulayaw ang hamog at damo, 
Papatayin ko ang siga, 

Papasanin ang munting bagahe sa buhay 
At aaninawin ang inaakalang landas 
Patungo sa pinakamalapit na bituin. 


Read by Julius Babao 


AMAY NANG MAGDIKLOM 


KRISTIAN SENDON CORDERO 


Ta ano ika naghihidali— 

pareho man sana an pagpuli? 
An trapik, awto, mahal na plete— 
sa buhay, daing bagong putahe. 
Pabayae an sadiri— tukaw 
ngona digdi— ta kita maglamaw. 
Pag-olayan baga mga bagay 
bago kita dagos na magsuhay. 
Uni an buskay na nakua ko 
kaidto, laogan an muro mo. 
Itok-itokon— dai biglaon. 

An tanog sa laog— himation. 
Dangan ilaog bilog mong kamot. 


Kapotan mo— bagong pagkamoot. 


MAAGA NANG DUMILIM 


Salin sa Filipino 


Bakit ka laging nagmamadali— 
pareho lang ang daan pauwi? 
Trapik, auto, mahal na pasahe— 
sa buhay,walang bagong putahe. 
Pagbigyan ang sarili— umupo 

ka muna—magbantay tayo dito. 
Pag-usapan itong ilang bagay 
bago uli tayo maghiwalay. 

Heto ang kabebeng napulot ko 
noon, ipasok ang hintuturo. 
Paikut-ikutin— ‘wag biglain 

May tunog sa loob—pakadinggin. 
Ngayon, ipasok ang buong kamay 
May bagong pag-ibig—naghihintay. 


Runner-Up, Tulaan sa Tren 2 Poetry Writing Contest, Filipino Category 


AWIT SA ESTASYON 


MESANDEL VIRTUSIO ARGUELLES 


Nang huling dungaw ko: papuno na ang estasyon 
Sapagkat huli na naman 
sa usapan malapit na akong mapuno 


Umuugong ang usap- 
usapan ng mga kapuwa pasahero 
ngunit wala ang paparating na tren 


Anuman ang gawing dungaw 
sa abot-tanaw ay walang nagbabalik- 
dungaw sa kurba ng riles 


Saisapangestasyon sapelikula bagot 
ang manunulat na nakadaramang ninakaw 
ang kaniyang buhay; ibig niyang magbalik 


sa London—patungo roon ang tren; inabutan siya 
ng asawang nangakong gagawin 
ang kaniyang ibig dahil iniibig 
Samantala nang muli kong dungawin 


ang tinatahak ng riles dumungaw sa akin 
ang landas ng dalawang dulo waring walang dulo 


Read by Chin-chin Gutierrez 
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SA SANDAANG PULO 


JOSE F. LACABA 


Parang punongkahoy 

sa Sandaang Pulo, 

nag-uugat, yumayabong 

sa bato; 

parang bangkang de-motor 

sa Katimugang Dagat Tsina, 
sumasalunga sa agos— 

sana'y ganyan din 

itong aking puso 

sa bato at dagat ng kasalukuyan. 


Read by Christine Bersola-Babao 
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TULANG SINULAT SA TAYOG 
NG 35,000 TALAMPAKAN 


AMADO V. HERNANDEZ 


1. Sakay ng jet, higanteng ibong apat ang pakpak, 
Bilis ng lintik-biglang lagumin ang mga agwat: 
Asya, Aprika at Europa ay ilang lundag; 

sa dunong-lakas, tao’y lubhang Bathalang pangahas, 
mundo’y lumiit bagaman lalong mundo’y nabiyak. 


2.5a katayugan ng pitong milya sa himpapawid, 
Buwa’'y mistulang gintong mansanas sa Hesperides, 
Kaya'y kariktan ni Venuz-gandang panirang-bait. 
Minsa’y lugayan ng buhok, minsa’y hubdin ang damit. 
Nguni't sa kanya, nang ang Apolo’y makipagniig, 
nakitang siya'y sahol sa dilag ng ating langit, 

walang anyaya ng ating lupang kaibig-ibig..... 

O kabiguan ng sinungaling na panaginip! 

Pangakong hungkag ng bahag-haring hindi malirip! 


3. Gayunman, Buwa'y mutyang busilak sa gunamgunam, 
sa diwang hapo at pusong sawi’y pag-asang bughaw, 
isang ligaya na ngayong tayo'y magkawalay, 

sa kaluluwa'y kanyang liwanag ang tumatanglaw, 

at nagsasamyo ng alaala at pagmamahal. 
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4. Kaginsa-ginsa’'y lalapag ako sa piling lungsod 

ng kabihasnan at mawawala sa gayong agos; 

sa panganorin, namimindong pang Buwa’y palubog, 
paalam hanggang sa mahiwagang gabing susunod, 
habang sa lupa ay sigla’t buhay-pakikihamok, 
agham-himalang mandi'y palalong hamon sa Diyos, 
walang hinayang sa ginto’t utak na sinunog 

upang ang Buwa'y buong sakupin.... at kung masakop, 
matubos kaya ang bilyong tao sa buhay-hayop? 


23 


PAGLALAKAD 


MICHAEL M. COROZA 


Sinlutong ng kornik ang iyong halakhak 
Nang maglakad tayong sabay sa pag-uwi; 
Sa galak, dila ko ay aking nakagat. 


Noon mo pa ‘ka mo hangad na matahdk 
Ang landas ng tula, ngunit di madali; 
Sinlutong ng kornik ang iyong halakhak. 


Binili mo ‘ka mo ang una kong aklat, 
Pangalawoa’y tila ibig mong mahingi; 
Sa galak, dila ko ay aking nakagat. 


Sa tulang pag-ibig ika'y naiiyak 
Palibhasa ‘ka mo, palagi kang sawi; 
Sinlutong ng kornik ang iyong halakhak. 


Kung makata ‘ka mo ang siyang liliyag 
Sa iyo siguro’y hindi ka hihikbi; 

Sa galak, dila ko ay aking nakagat. 
Kinapos ang daan sa ating pinapak 

Na alat at aliw sa ilang sandali; 
Sinlutong ng kornik ang iyong halakhak, 
Sa galak, dila ko ay aking nakagat. 


Read by Lyn Ching-Pascual 
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BAGUIO 


MANUEL PRINCIPE BAUTISTA 


O pakiwal-kiwal sa landas sa bundok 
Na anaki'y ahas 

Na hindi malaman kung saan susuot! 
Ang bubong ng bawat maraanang gulod 
Kung balikang-malas 

Ay hindi maiwan at laging kasunod. 


Lunti bawat burol na naghuhumindig 
Na kung sundang-tingin 

Ay parang gumuho na lumang daigdig; 
Sa inusad-usad, ang kaba ng dibdib 

Na matatakutin 

Ay may piping dasal sa pagitang-saglit! 


Sa kiniwal-kiwal ng mahabang landas 
Na parang patungo 

Sa siwang ng langit na biglang bumukas, 
Ang ganda ng lupa’y lalong tumitingkad 
At nag-iibayong 

Likhang-kalikasang tila nakalimbag! 


Diyan nasumpungan sa payapang pook 
Ang katahimikan 

Na hindi madama sa magasong lunsod; 
Sa isang sandali ang puso ko't loob — 
Aking namalayang 

Naging isang pinong kausap ng Diyos. 
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SA TABI NG DAGAT 


ILDEFONSO SANTOS 


Marahang-marahang 
manaog ka, Irog, at kata’y lalakad, 
maglulunoy katang 
payapang-payapa sa tabi ng dagat, 
di na kailangang 
sapnan pa ang pang binalat-sibuyas, 
ang daliring garing 
at sakong na wari'y kinuyom na rosas! 


Manunulay kata, 
habang maaga pa, sa isang pilapil 
na nalalatagan 
ng damong may luha ng mga bituin; 
patiyad na tayo 
ay maghahabulang simbilis ng hangin, 
nguni't walang ingay, 
hanggang sa sumagpit sa tiping buhangin...... 


26 


Pagdating sa tubig, 
mapapaurong kang parang nangingimi, 
gaganyakin kata, 
sa nangaroroong mga lamang-lati; 
doon ay may tahong, 
talaba't halaang kabighani-bighani, 
hindi kaya natin 
mapuno ang buslo bago tumanghali? 


Pagdadapit-hapon 

kata'y magbabalik sa pinanggalingan, 
sugatan ang paa 

at sunog ang balat sa sikat ng araw..... 
Talagang ganoon: 

Sa dagat man, irog, ng kaligayahan, 
Lahat, pati puso 

ay naaagnas ding marahang-marahan...... 


Read by Romnick Sarmenta 
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TAYO 


IVY ROSALES 


Tayo ang nilalaman 

Ng arkong dadaong sa kabilang isla bago mag-umaga. 

Pitong kulay ng bahaghari sa isipan, hinding-hindi mabura. 

Na humiling ng hampas ng bagyo kapalit ng ating kabutihan. 

Saan bang lupalop nabanggit na bumaha noon para sa kagandahan? 


At dahil nanalig tayo sa lupa, tayo ang nakatunton: 
Nasa hangin at nag-aabang ang kaligayahan 
malawak na malawak, mainit at anumang 
panahon ay ibubuhos ng ulan. 


Sakaling hindi? 

Ay, pawalan na natin 

ang tinipo’t napangalanan, kinatakutan at inaruga. 
Sabay-sabay tayong pumalibot 

at pagpistahan ang binaon nating kahiwagaan. 
Bumuo tayo ng balangkas ng mga talang 
naduduwag bumulagta sa dilim. 

Awitin ang kanilang mga pagsamong 

iniwasan nating dinggin. 

Magliliyab ang mga binaklas nating karupukan 
at ang alipato ang hayaang magbilang 

ng ating mga isasaysay. 

Mula sa mga naanggihan pakiramdam 
hanggang sa mga patunay ng hilahil 

na hindi natin mapangatawanan. 
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Tayo ang mga anak na puno ng hinanakit, 
na tinawid ang bukid at baha, 

upang umabot sa isang pagsasaboy 
lamang ng buhangin sa mata ng isa't-isa. 
Samantalang isa-isa tayong mapupuwing 
o tuluyang nabubulag, 

aamin tayong hindi natin naisiksik 

ang pare-pares ng Iahat-lahat. 


Read by Chin-chin Gutierrez 
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KAY-IKLI NG PAGDALAW SA PALAWAN 


REBECCA T. ANONUEVO 


Kaya ko palang inumin ang buong karagatan. 
Itong maliit kong katawan ay lalagyang 
tinilamsikan ng hindi maampat 

na bughaw, walang hanggang paggalaw — 
ang paggulong at pagbulwak ng alon, 

ang pasayaw na kislot ng mga batik-batik 

na isda, ang pagtitipon-tipon nilang 

parang pagdarasal sa paa ng tubig at araw. 


Sino'ng magsasabi na makararating kami 
at makababalik sa magkabilang dulo 

ng nakalatag na kahiwagaan? 

Hindi ako marunong kumampay, 

at pagsampa pa lang sa bangka 

ay nanginginig na ang mga paa, 

habang pinipigil na maamoy ang lansa 
ng mga nakabilad na isda sa daungan. 
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Sa gitna nitong dagat, 

sinalubong ko pa ng mukha 

ang hanging sumasalpok sa balat. 

Tila lumubog sa tubig ang lahat 

ng takot at pait sa dibdib: 

Ako ang mas makapangyarihan sa laot. 
Handa akong marinig ang awit 

ng paralumang nakatago sa mga bato. 

Ang puting langit ay abot-kamay, 

ngunit itong walang patlang na dagat 

ang tanging aangkinin ngayon. 

Niligid ng aking paningin ang sumisikdong 
guhit na hinihiwa ng pisik na paglalakbay 
at ako’y napapikit! 

Ganito ang lukso ng di-mapuknat na hapdi't 
luwalhati kapag iniinom 

ang biyaya ng buhay ng tubig. 


Read by Rhea Santos 
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MATULING SASAKYAN 


TEO S. BAYLEN 


Ang luntiang nayong pinanggalingan ko 
Ay dina matanaw sa sasakyang ito; 
Sa hinaba-haba't tagal ng tinakbo 
Tanawi'y iba na, ngayo’y kulay-abo. 


Nadaraanan ko'y mga dahong laglag, 
Mga bungang lunot, luoy na bulaklak; 
Sa hanging lumamig ay nagyuyumagyag 
Ang papauwi nang mga hapong pakpak. 


Umaga umalis ang aking sasakyan 
Na ang tinutungo’y ang kawalang-hanggan; 
Naparaan ito sa pinagkurusang 
Masaya, mabango, makulay, makinang. 


Dito nakisakay ang isang Pagsinta 

Na sa tutunguhi'y aking nakaisa; 

Sa marami naming nasagupang sigwa, 
Ang Pagsintang iyan ay hindi nalanta. 


Ibig magpaiwan niring pananabik 
Sa pook na iyang pangarap ang saglit, 
Danga't ang sasakyang ito’y tagahatid 
Ng paparoon lamang at walang pabalik. 
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Malayo na pala ang aking narating, 
At lumalabo na pati papawirin; 
Nguni, ang gunita’y lumilingon pa rin 
Sa pinagkurusang kay gandang tanawin! 

Sa dako pa roon ang paninging pagod, 
May natatanaw nang mapayapang pook: 
Punong nagdarasal sa tabi ng puntod 


At katahimikang kayakap ng kurus. 


Read by Rhea Santos 
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ROXAS VIA GAMU 


ALWYNN C. JAVIER 


Hindi dapat paspas ang patakbo: 
nangunguha ang kalsadang ito. 
Sandaan ang takbo ng motorsiklo, 
gayong wala pang sanlinggo mula nang 
masawi ang asawa ng isang kaibigan, 
natagpuang nakasalaksak 

sa gulong ng nakabanggang trak — 
wasak ang motorsiklo, basag ang utak. 


Karaniwang tagpo sa daan: 

katulad lang ng mamang nabali ang likod 
nang madulas sa aspalto ang motorsiklo; 

ng driver na nabaliw dahil kinawayan 

ng babaeng lumulutang sa may manggahan; 
ng ahenteng hinarang ng mga kabalyero 

at natagpuang sunog ang kotse, pugot ang ulo. 


Tutal bagong karanasan ito: 

mangilan-ngilan na lang ang nasasalubong 

mula nang malipat ang highway sa kabilang baryo; 
nagsipangibang-bayan na ang mga kaibigang 
noo’y kasabay na nagpapaputok ng tambutso; 
patay na ang amang lagging nambubuyo 

na iabante ang kambyo at diinan ang preno. 
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Sa pagitan ng patakbong siento 

at sampung taong pag-iiba ng kapritso: 

bantad ang laki nitong katawan 

sa tila kumipot nang daan; 

napapakambyo akong walang clutch; 
napapatapak sa preno gayong pumipihit sa gas. 
Ang dating animo’y pulo-pulong tubig 

sa kahabaan ng bilad na aspalto, 

ngayo’y mga kawali at kumukulong asero; 

ang tulay na tinawiran ng baboy-ramo, 

ano’t humahaba kahit panay ang busina't abiso. 


Hihingi ba ako ng saklolo 
sa abot-tanaw na bodega ng Intsik 
na pinangungutangan namin noon sa pag kinakapos? 


Buntong-hiningang pagpihit sa manibela 

at tambutso akong umaarangkada. 

Itong siento beinteng takbo ng motorsiklo. 
Itong muling pakikipaghabulan sa hanggahan 
ng sinag ng araw at umaabanteng ulan. 

Itong biglang pagtapak sa preno’t 

itong huling pagkakataon ng muling paglipad. 
Ang tutubing nahagip ng aking salamin. 
Yaong pakpak na binunot sa akin. 


Read by Julius Babao 
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TABI KAYO 
(PUWERA SA DI GAYON. ....) 


BENIGNO RAMOS 


Tabi, tabi kayo... Ako ay daraan 

at ‘pag ‘di tumabi kayo’'y mamamatay; 
ang katulinan ko ay dapat igalang 
pagka't ako'y hari ng buong lansangan. 


Ang kahambugan ko ay sukdol sa langit 
ang hangin sa tuktok ay walang kaparis, 
lalo't ang sakay ko'y dalagang marikit 
ang buong bayan ma’y aking mapapalis! 


Tabi kayo, tabi, ako'y emperador 

ng mga lansangan at ng mga ulol, 
iyang mga bata ay inyong ikulong, 
mangatakot kayo sa bigat ng gulong! 


Kahit ilang tao ang aking mapatay, 
Bilanggo ang hatol sa aki'y laan, 
Paglabas ko uli ay hari na naman, 
Magsitabi kayo kung ayaw mamatay! 
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EDSA 
MARRA PL. LANOT 


Mistulang bahaghari ang dating Highway 54 
na humahawi ng talahiban 
patungong dagat at langit. 


Naging EDSA ang highway: 

isang natumbang balde ng gas 

na nanunuot sa lalamunan at baga; 
isang piring sa tanawin, 

piring na nakapinid sa mga mata 

ng kinidnap, ginahasa, kinatay; 

isang bumagsak na nagagalit na ulap; 
isang latigo na nagbali ng buto 

at nanghugot ng dugo; 

isang makamandag na ahas 

na iniluwal ng baha 

at isinuka ng lindol, 

isang sinturon ni Hudas, 

mausok, maitim, mabaho, 

nakapalibot nang mahigpit 

sa mundo mula ala-sais ng umaga 
hanggang ala-sais ng umaga. 

Minsa’'y pasulpot-sulpot na parang himala 
ang mga kuwintas ng sampaguita, 
champaka, kamia, ilang-ilang 

na kasing-linaw at kasing-lungkot 

ng mga mata ng mga batang namamalimos 
sa walang-hanggang pagitan 

ng takipsilim at hatinggabi. 


Nasaan ang bahaghari ng dating Highway 54? 
Read by Harlene Bautista 
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ALAMAT 


VIM NADERA 


Ano nga ba ako? Sino nga ba ako? 
Isang batong milyon ang kuwento? 
Kawayang sinasayawan ang bagyo? 
Kahit anong umiral dahil sa iyo? 


Kung ako ay sapatos, ihahatid kita 

Kahit kailan at saan ka man magpunta. 
Hanggarg tayo ay tumanda na 
Nangangarap na bata lagi ang ating paa. 


Alamat kang di nagsasawang tumuklas 
At sumuri sa pinagmulan ng lahat. 
Alamat kitang nagtuturo sa aking ugat 


Kaya ako nakakabangon tuwing bumabagsak. 


Read by Christine Bersola-Babao 
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PAGLALAKBAY 


JOI BARRIOS 


Bawat pagsinta’y paglalakbay. 
Paglalayag sa malawak na dagat, 
pag-akyat sa pinakatuktok ng bundok. 


Sumasakay ka sa pag-asa, 
kumakapit sa pananalig. 
Bawat pagsinta’y paglalakbay. 


Tandaan: 
Huwag kay-bagal at baka may hindi maabutan. 
Huwag kay-bilis at baka may malampasan. 


Sa pagitan nitong paglalakbay, 

saglit na humimpil. 

Salatin ang pawisang noo, 

hagurin ang napupudpod na talampakan. 
Kumusiahin ang sarili, 

na minsa’y nakakaligtaan sa gilid ng daan. 


Huwag hayaang mapagod ang puso 
sa bawat paglalakbay. 

Ngunit huwag, 

huwagg ring papigil sa pangamba 
kahit ang paroroona’y hindi tiyak. 
Walang huling biyahe sa mangingibig 
na handang maglakbay 


nang may pagsalig. 


Read by Robi Domingo 
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DAHILAN AY IKAW 


DANILO DIAZ 


I 

Aking kaibigan 
salamat sa dalaw, 
Sana'y masiyahan 
Ako ay balikan. 


Kung may pagkukulang 
sabihin mo lamang, 
Aking kasiyahan 

na ito'y punuan. 


II. 

Sa bayan at masa 
ay laking tulong na, 
Kahit malayo ka 
parang malapit na. 


Ang lahat ay kaya 
kapag sama-sama, 
Sana'y magkaisa 
na bigyang halaga. 


III 

Nuon kung hintayin 

di tiyak ang dating, 

Hirap nang habulin 

Minsan ay sabit din. 


Ngayon ay matulin 
oras ay di bitin, 
Maaring tanawin 
ang paligid natin. 


IV 

Habang narito ka 
Aking paalala, 
Ingatan mo sana 
Ako at makasama. 


Laging mahalaga 
ligtas ka't masaya, 
Saan man ang punta 
ay makarating ka. 
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V 

Parang namamasyal 
Ang lahat ay tanaw, 
Lalo't sa ibabaw 
Madalas ang daan. 


Nakatayo ka man, 
at walang upuan, 
Iyong kabayaran 

masusulit naman. 


VI 

Ang lahat ng ito 

ay utang sa iyo, 
Kinabukasan ko 
ay nasa kamay mo. 


VI 

Ang lahat ng ito 

ay utang sa iyo, 
Kinabukasan ko 
ay nasa kamay mo. 


Tapat na serbisyo 
ay ibabalik ko, 
Ang ingatan ako 
palaging hiling ko. 


VI 

Sa iyong pag-alis 
kita'y naihatid, 
Mayroong papalit 
Na sana’y umulit. 


Di sana nainis 

O kaya'y nainip, 
Sana ay maisip 

na muling sumilip. 


VIII 

Aking nasaksihan 
iba't-ibang bagay, 
Mahirap mayaman 
may saya at lumbay. 


Sana ay magtagal 
Kahit makalawang, 
malamig kong buhay 
“Dahilan Ay Ikaw.” 


Runner-Up, Tulaan sa Tren 2 
Poetry Writing Contest, 
Filipino Category 


KUNG BAKIT TA7O PALUWAS 
T WALANG SUNONG NA KALAKAL 


AXEL PINPIN 


Palungsod ang direksyon nitong ating lakad 
ngunit hindi upang magluwas ng kalakal 
manapa’'y mga placard sa tagdang kawayan 
itong ating bitbit at magiting na tangan 

sa halip na tiklis nitong prutas at gulay! 


Wala tayong sasakyan o arkiladong trak 
dahil pinili nating sa kalye’y maglakad 
sunong ang hiyaw nitong ating paghahangad 
hindi para maglako ng aning kalakal 

kundi ay maningil ng malaong pautang! 


Gaya nang inaasaha’y mayroong papara 
mga haragang pulis na mang-aabala 

hindi para manita sa sobrang kargada 

at papalao’'y mangotong para arkabala 
kundi'y upang harangin intong ating martsa! 


Pagbabawalan tayong maglakbay, maglakad 
kahit wala tayong batas na nilalabag 

basta't bawal raw tayo ro‘n sa kalunsuran 
baka makita ng turistang namamasyal 

sakit raw sa mata itong ating Lakbayan! 
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Kung nadarama lamang ng mga turista 
sakit ng kalooban nitong magsasaka 
libangan nila’y libingan ng ama't ina 
mga asawa't anak dinukot, nawala 

sa pakikibaka sa inagaw na lupa! 


Marahas na pagpigil sa ating pagluwas 

ay nagpapabilis at nagpapakaripas 

sa mauuna pang hiyaw ng pagpipiglas 
bagkus harangan ay lalong mag-uumalpas 
sa may'’rong utang buhawi ang ating lakas! 


Kumot yaring ulan at balanggot ang araw 
hindi makakaiga hindi rin lulusaw 

sa sariwang diwa ng magiting na sigaw: 
Lupa nating bungkal, bawiin sa gahaman! 
Sa Gyerang Magsasaka, ro’n sa kanayunan! 


Daluyong kaming mananagasa sa harang! 
Martsa sa araw at sa gabi'y maglalamay! 
Maalab na salubong pantighaw sa uhaw! 
Malapit na kami! lang hakbang na lamang! 
Maghanda't maniningil tayo ng pautang! 


Read by Romnick Sarmenta 
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MATAPOS MATANGGAP ANG MENSAHE 
NG ISANG KAIBIGANG MAKATA 


MIKAEL DE LARA CO 


Matagal na kaming hindi nagkikita 

ng makatang si Diego. Malungkot din kaya 

ang huni ng mga kuliglig sa bayan ng San Pablo? 
Hindi ko mailarawan ang kagandahan 

ng mga ilog sa San Pablo 

sapagkat hindi pa ako nakararating doon. 

Kanina, nabasa ko ang kaniyang mensahe: 
“Masigasig ang kalikasan 

sa iyong mga tula ngayon, kaibigan.” 

Hinaharaya ko siyang nakangiti, kamay-sa-tiyan, 
habang sinasabi ito. Sa labas ng aking bintana, 
umuugong ang mga sasakyang tumatahak sa Avenida. 
Naglalako ng sampaguita at ilang-ilang ang mga paslit 
sa paanan ng Labingwalong Istasyon ng Tren. 

May mabibili kaya ang isang pirasong baryang pilak 
na nakasabit sa kalangitan? Maalinsangan 

sa sinapupunan ng Maynila. Sa susunod 

na buwan, pupunta ako sa San Pablo 

at magdadala ng isang boteng alak. 

Mapilit ko kayang uminom si Diego? 

Pakikinggan namin ang tinig 

ng mga nalalagas na dahon. 

Magkukuwento ako tungkol sa bundok 

na nakasiksik sa aking dibdib. 

Sakaling malasing siya, tiyak ko, 

tatanungin niya ako, “Paano kang nakauwi?” 

At tutugon ako, “Hindi naman ako umalis.” 


Read by Romnick Sarmenta 
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PAKPAK 


JOSE CORAZON DE JESUS 


Bigyan mo ng pakpak itong aking diwa 
at ako’y lilipad hanggang kay Bathala... 
Maiisipan ko'y mga malikmatang 
sukat ikalugod ng tao sa lupa; 

Malilikha ko rin ang mga hiwaga, 
sa buhay ng tao’y magiging biyaya. 


Ano ba ang sagwang sabay sa paghatak 
kundi siyang pakpak ng bangka sa dagat? 
Ano ba ang kamay ng taong namulat 
kundi siyang pakpak ng kanyang panghawak? 
Ano ba ang dahon ng mga bulaklak 
kung hindi pakpak din panakip ng dilag? 


Ang lahat ng bagay, may pakpak na lihim, 
pakpak na nagakyat sa ating layunin, 
pakpak ang nagtaas ng gintong mithiin 
pakpak ang nagbigay ng ilaw sa atin, 
pakpak ang naghatid sa tao sa hangin, 
at pakpak din naman ang taklob sa libing. 


Bigyan mo ng pakpak itong aking diwa, 
at magagawa ko ang magandang tula; 
Bigyan mo ng pakpak tanang panukla't 
maililipad ko hanggang sa magawa; 
Bigyan mo ng pakpak ang ating adhika, 
kahi't na pigilan ay makawawala... 
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O ibon ng diwa, ikaw ay lumipad, 
tingnan mo ang langit, ang dilim, ang ulap, 
buksan mo ang pinto ng natagong sinag, 
at iyong pawalan ang gintong liwanang, 
na sa aming laya ay magpapasikat 
at sa inang bayan ay magpapaalpas. 


Read by Julius Babao 
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IN A METRO BY THE STATION 
(FOR EZRA POUND) 


RALPH SEMINO GALAN 


As late afternoon slides 
into early evening, a rush 
of faces blossoms into view, 
a bouquet of wilting flowers 
thirsting for rest or rain. 


Read by Nikki Gil 
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A TRAIN WINDOW PICTURE SHOW 


LOUELLA SANTIAGO SUQUE 


A train window picture show: the sunset yielding itself to 
the blue-black backdrop of 6pm; 

a shadow puppet show of birds in flight; 

a rainbow field of umbrellas; 

strangers elbow to elbow under the rain. 


2nd Prize, Tulaan sa Tren 2 Poetry Writing Contest, English Category 
Read by Lisa Macuja 
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A LEG OF THE JOURNEY 


MARIA LA VINA 


In the moving body lies a body at rest 

and some hundred bodies moving toward rest 
around you, while in the corner of your eye 

in the corner of this noisy car, notice 

the smallest child asleep on its mother's arm, 
with milk-sweet darkness mouth, a face 

no larger than a fist, a yawn. 

An hour from home and you envy 

this body, moving in one direction, 

but whether east or west you forget, 

for a moment adrift as those long gone sailors 
in their exquisite wooden ships 

who sailed east only to end up west 

as though time were a circle, incredibly, 

as though the world were round. 

As all the hours in this second-heavy day 
trace the same inescapable path, 

you know no other way toward sleep, 

no other way to go but through 

the slow unmistakable shadows. 


Read by Lyn Ching-Pascual 
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POEM ON A WIRE 


Juaniyo Arcellana 


This verse travels at the speed 

of wires above apartments and 

tenement houses, beside roofs and 
billboards 

of sex, ads for hair loss, 

tripping the neon fantastic. 

Train cables spark their own 

rhymes, muster the strength 

of iambic tetrameter eyes that see for miles. 
This verse repeats itself through 

stations, refrains of commerce, 

balances on a platform and leaps onto 

a track just as the ritual 

toot-toot-toot sounds the 

closing of doors. And against the windshield 
a faceless reader mulls an altogether 
different song. 


Read by JM Rodriguez 
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COMPASS 


JOEL PABLO SALUD 


Kaibigan, 

So it came to pass 

That standing, here, alone 
Within this cluttered compass 
Of steel and sweat and voice 
Has left you with little choice 
But the long trek from home. 


An eruption starts your drive, 
Beneath your feet, 

The measured grind of metal 

On the bristly orbit of rail 

Yclept by loose stones and iron; 

Must you pardon the wheels of your pride 
Or should the first cloud and dark leaf 
Wink past your window 

Before the thin marrow in your arms 
And the swaddling alloy beneath 
Take you from their sight? 


The symbols fall in line— 

Boni, Guadalupe, Buendia, Ayala— 

The rain-dry forest of faces 

Can only disabuse the weight 

In your lids for a time; 

And where your iris turns thin, 

The serpent parapet leaves 

All but the hum of an unwanted voyage 
In your face, and Oh, where is the humor, 
May I kindly ask, in the lexis of a sage? 


Sl 


One can only fool one’s self once, 

In the arms of an errant dunce 

Twice forgotten in a syllable; 

The crucible of life is thus triumphed 
By this: A fluke and a speech; 

The kind word sans the ellipsis. 


The riffraff lost in the penning 
Of rhyme can only do little 

To redeem a lost word—but you! 
You who are standing alone 
Within this rattling compass 

Of steel and sweat and voice, 
You have a choice to either fade 
Or find your way home. 


Read by JM Rodriguez 


TRAIN STORIES 


EDGAR B. MARANAN 


A train is a time machine 

eating the land slowly, receding 

from the dark station in old Caloocan 
to a whistle stop in quiet Damortis 
where the surf brings in a long silence 
from Lingayen Bay, from the China Sea. 


A train rolls like history's express 

across a land more amber or more green 
in a far country, like the Middle Kingdom, 
as if I were traveling in another world. 


In maple country, I was struck by the sight 


of forests, fields and streams. 


Trundling down the East Coast 
on the Long Island line, I marveled at 
the looming brilliance of glass towers. 


I remember a child. He looks out a bus 
window, delighted by that rare sighting, 
the north-south line, a distant toy 

of strung carriages, chugging across 
the central plain of stalks and cane 

and peasants bent by ages of despair 
thumping out its rhythm of passage 


clickety-clack on a rickety track 
clickety-clack on a rickety track 


He had fleeting glimpses of urchins 
in their huts or hovels, dreaming on 
like tired flywheels, dreaming maybe 
of riding the train into another future. 


Read by Harlene Bautista 


Back on native ground, I looked for the train 


from Tutuban bound for San Fernando, 
but it had gone to pasture. 


TRANSIENT TIMES 


ANNA BERNALDO 


Don't go anywhere. 

Faces will flood your head. 

Fluid beads shooting around 

as aperitif. Pressing hands with each other 
through greasy outlines of prints. 
Disorderly communion of flesh 

on benches, train railings, handles. 
Sometimes a face draws doodles 

of decorous eyes and lips, elegant chin 
you manage to take with you. 
Suddenly, home is too here, 

too constant. Steady. 

You need to be there. Out. About. 

But even before the first stop, 

home calls for you, 

and you once again long 

for that grounding. 

Until a message is sent 

from the back of a tattered 

seat in leatherette: 


0923-565419 
Wanted: Special Frend 
“As txtmate and others” 
- Rodel a.k.a. macho king 
of Bulacan 


Read by Nikki Gil 
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LOVIE POEM 


ANDREA B. TERAN 


Where the word complete is a couple, 
fingers hooked on each other; 
where science can be manipulated 


not to contradict romance: Love 
is exclusive territory. Where 
magnets and opposite poles 


and iron filings like a mob ready to 
separate from sand and sway 
in the right direction, to prove 


a magnetic field of two halves. 


Today at the train station, two 
lovers said goodbye over their cell 
phones across the rails. He was going south, 


she north. And even for that moment when the train 
ripped the air between them, 
a connection as good as technology can provide 


was had. The rest of us stepped aboard 
and stood watching the windows, 
unmoved by the pull of 


lights racing the other direction. 


Read by Nikki Gil 
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UNPLANNED HOLIDAY 


JIM PASCUAL AGUSTIN 


“Trace me,” she whispered in the glow of communion, 
intense and feeble. The waves behind glass 
sliding doors inaudible this very moment. 


This thirst, this assertion. This painful moving 
toward each other's lost longing amid the rush 
of lives around us, amount to this. 

And 1 lift a finger, slowly surrendering 

the risk of being 

pretentious. 


We can only make so many mistakes. 


Read by JM Rodriguez 
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THE TELLING 


MOOKIE KATIGBAK 


When I tell you that you have an effect 
Upon me you may not intend, and you 

Ask me to render, not tell, 

I think of cities I have been to 

And have yet to see, where at some ungodly 
Hour, a train slips through unseen tracks, 
All grooved wheels and steam pipes 
Announcing neither arrival nor departure 
But passage, sure and swift as rain after 

A dry spell. In the town square, vendors sell 
Candied nuts by the glare of gas lights 

And the derelict hit-or-miss of prayers 
Everyone forgets to follow through. 

When a train passes, the makeshift stalls 
Allow the ground its procedural 

Shiver, then it's business as usual. 

What's earth-stopping is the howl 

Of a train expressly on its way 

To not here. It moans a phantom hunger 

All the more terrible because unseen 
—Hear it?—This is the sound of all 

That rifles through us and does not stay. 
Everything is in the details; wail of the train 
Through tracks unseen, destination 
unknown. 

When I show you how you and I 

Have more hunger than we know 

What to do with, Iam telling you 

Goodbye before you know it. 


Read by Robi Domingo 
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DESPEDIDA BETWEEN CITIES 


PATRICK ROSAL 


I keep leaving the ones I cherish, 
soIcan go back and ask what it's like 
to watch someone disappear. 


I keep remembering everything 

in two time zones at once, 

then set out every night to steal or sabotage 
every clock in sight. Sure, 


Ican pilfer every watch, 
crack every crystal, smash every public face, 
and ruin every pair of hands, or 


I can find the one corner in the metropolis 
where the janitors are laughing, 
jumping up and down in one another's arms. 


I used to believe, in every city, there's a byway 
that grants safe passage from 

the backwater precincts always burning. 
Most of us get sent back, but even so 
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check out how children come upon strangers here, 
with one hand hidden, begging for nothing, 
experts at drawing all their lost streets in the dark. 


Like me, they've memorized a map 
to a place whose plazas are so quiet, 
you can trade a secret for a three-string fiddle, 


where the rain frisks your ribs for your best 
two-step swing. 

Like me, 

the first word they learn to say is goodbye. 


Read by Nikki Gil 
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VANISH WITHOUT A TRACE 


CESARE A.X. SYJUCO 


Each year, hundreds of people disappear on the world’s 
transport systems. They leave their belongings, like suicide 
notes, on terminal benches, in the aisles, in overhead 


luggage racks and under their seats, seeming, quite literally, 
to vanish without a trace. 


— A Newspaper Item 


Read by Lyn Ching-Pascual 
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I will pack the few things I have 


earned through living and go to X. 


I will hail a taxi and brave 
the Manila traffic. I will make it 


in time for my flight. The driver 
will not mutter under his breath 


when I give him the exact fare. 
I will get a window seat, stare 


at the clouds, and wonder idly 
about the sad work of water, 


hauling itself off the earth. 
I will have time to wonder. 


THE PLAN 


KASH AVENA 


I will wake up to a new smell 
as the plane touches down 


on the island whose natives, 
with skin browner than mine, 


will welcome me with a dance 
to music I will not understand. 


I will sit on the sand and watch 
the rain crashing into the sea. 


I will never leave. 
I will never leave. 


Read by Robi Domingo 


My boss will not be there to look 
through the glass of his office. 


I will look below and wave goodbye 
to nothing. I will sleep for hours. 
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MONOLOGUE 


ANGELO V. SUAREZ 


I left because I thought you had earlier left w/o leaving. 
I thought I was right so I left, thinking I was left. 


[Exit, stage write.] 


Read by JM Rodriguez 
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TO GET TO OUR HOUSE 


JHOANNA LYNN B. CRUZ 


drive towards Itogon, 
the community that 
tourists see from the 


rental telescope at Mines View. 


At the boundary 

of Benguet, 

find the house of 

Muling Ligaya, 

pass the Calvary 

Tabernacle Church, 

the Assembly of God, 

the Bible Believing Baptist 
Mission, rising from the ashes 


of a long-abandoned structure. 


Finally, our Lady of Fatima, 
at the jeepney turning point. 
Then walk, 

walk down Mangga Road, 
planted only to langka trees. 


Here, my husband's 
family treads lightly 
around me, speaking 
in tongues: 
Maga. 
Mangan tako. 
Ma-id. 

Aw adi. 
Deafened, I seek 
refuge in our little room, 
where, despite closed 
windows and doors, 
the stench of dog meat 
watts. 


I weep. 
And know 


lam 
home. 


Read by Nikki Gil 


62 


MOVING HOUSE 


J. NEIL GARCIA 


The hardest part about moving house 
is not being able to move 
memory. 
It stakes its all 
ramrod straight into living room floor, 
nooses itself around banister, 
and yields nothing to the breathless budge 
away from bedroom post, 
kitchen window, 
brickbrown wall, or marble nick 
on sink and badly chipped tile 
in bathroom. 
Afflicted with motion-sickness, 
it will not travel well. 
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And so one moves with all one can: 
personal computer, impersonal bed, 
stereo and television set, 
perishable items 

of books, poems, days, 

and clothes one wears 

upon one’s back. 

And one can only look back 

to memory’s dimly lit house 

where childhood first grew eyes and ears 
and never really learned 

to use them properly. 

Where the boy who lived 

in a closet all his life, 

knew all about how one should never 
lose faith in things 

one most loves, 

and yet 

wide-eyed and breathless 

still packed his bags 

and left. 


Read by Christine Bersola-Babao 
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SOFTNESS 


JOEL M. TOLEDO 


Summers we would climb trees, collecting the carcasses of cicadas. 
Those were bright days, small suns flickering madly inside 

the abandoned shells. And how could we have resisted them? 

We were far from the city and its hard surfaces; we had so much time. 


We pried the shells off gently, careful with their brittleness. 

We traced the absence with exposed hands. So that the insects 
still clung to the trees late October, singing, we were here, 

we have gone. Yet we kept them on in the evenings, 


those sharp membranes that held light. They will come alive 

any moment, or soon enough. The seasons that continue to split 
their bodies will let the new selves out. There is no other way: 

one by one, we are called home. Now my father sits, watching trees. 
He is nodding vaguely, slow now to my presence, saying something 


that makes no sense. Tell me again, son, he says. Tell me again. 


Read by Robi Domingo 
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WHAT MR. BISWAS SAW 


ROWENA TIEMPO TORREVILLAS 


The young man standing by 

A dusty roadside, a suitcase 

At his ankles, the wisp of smoke — 

Supper cooking in the twilight — 

From the hut behind him. The bus sped past. 


This I read a lifetime ago, 

A world away. I have seen 

Him too, in many lifetimes, 

In other towns, and will never 

Know his name. He stands there still. 


Read by Lyn Ching-Pascual 
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STILL LIFE WITH JEEPNEY WINDOW 


RICARDO M. DE UNGRIA 


Fairer than most beer-garden-waitress make, 

she leans far to her right ahead of herself, 

her blank look casting pallor on her pale face. 
Her eyes, sharp as her nose and fixed at a point 
on the road, put her already at the jeepney 
terminal—thence, to whose waiting arms? To what 
police precinct? To which hospital or morgue? 

A fray of hair on her temple too short to reach 

the carelessly tied bun on her nape flutter 

limply in slow air. Clutching her round-neck 
blouse where her fingers had made a fold above 
her heart, drawing it closer to her throat, 

she appears ready to weather any 

fall from grace or look any storm in the eye. 

Then thoughtlessly her hand slips down to her 
right breast just above the nipple and squeezes it, 
twice—to soothe the flesh of its tightening 

knot of milk? Or its wet heat of a bruise? 


67 


Or to recall the hand of one who touched 

her tenderly there before fishing out 

cash from his wallet, or else left her some 

such ache or rivet of fear from which something 
fell suddenly and she found her life changed? 
Stolid her face remains as her hand moves 
back up to grip her blouse by the collar 

like a shawl of terrible unanswered questions. 
Behind her, street corner hangers-on leaf 
through the day’s tabloids with unwashed faces 
under a dull and fretful morning light. 

Caught in the drama I've made up for her 

in my mind, I could not bring myself to 

alight at my stop when we came to it 

and not see her urgency play itself 

out against my sense of it—well, almost. 


Read by Harlene Bautista 
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BUS TRIP 


RAYMOND G. FALGUI 


sticking my head out the window 

on a bus flying past the legal limit, 

the wind whistles through one ear 

and blasts a hole out the other —- 
screaming, it tugs at the roots of my hair —- 
drawing tears that 

only disappear. 


the world is so much a blur 
when seen better 


(excuse me, the wind blew the words apart) 


the world is so much better 
when seen as a blur 


Ist Prize, Tulaan sa Tren 2 Poetry Writing Contest, 


English Category 
Read by Harlene Bautista 
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I, MIGRANT 


RAYMUND P. REYES 


I, migrant, 

left my country 

so that my family 

could eat and survive. 

I toil for my robed masters, 
taught myself how to kneel 
and bow towards Makkah, 
Assalam’‘alaikum 

my bearded brothers, 

and exult the fumes 

from Aramco Petrochem. 
Iam surrounded by luxuries 
that are not mine. 

They praise my industry, 
for I serve and serve well 
the desert and the sun. 


Each night the cooling sands 
exhale the sighs of homesick 
men; fellow migrants, 
marked, too, with my fate, 
consoled by a thought: 

We are heroes, after all. 


3rd Prize, Tulaan sa Tren 2 Poetry Writing Contest, 


English Category 
Read by Lisa Macuja 
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GLOBALIZATION ON A BUDGET 


ISABELA BANZON 


In the corridors of cheap hotels, 
blank, barely-there walls. Noise swells 


behind each closed door 
that it be known: this, the budget crowd. The floor, 


vinyl, worn, tells of footsteps 
loud as squeaks from luggage wheels. The precepts 


of practical need proclaim: singularity 
of bed or bath, or portable peace, cannot be 


had. Public air, 
stale, recycled, transports the stare 


beyond the corridor’s end, yet nothing is changed 
by suffocation or panic at a world rearranged 


by credit cards in the throes of death 
or in short supply of cash perpetually. Stealth 
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combined with strategy is wealth 
in bargain deals. And what of health 


on a stick or bun, or lived in a noodle cup? Vacancy 
is candy at convenience shops. The temerity 


of dreams of plush living is to pause 
from thinking “the continent itself had come indoors.” 


Out in the sun, the crowd crisscrosses streets 
which go their odd way. The clock greets, 


acceding: transience is permanent; then lets us assume 
everywhere is a little room 
where friends agree 


the world also bustles in quiet anonymity. 


Read by Rhea Santos 
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THE BEACH, PLUS PABLO 


Pablo walked the beach. 


Small waves rippled 
As large words 
Round his sandals. 


His sonnets slipped 
On the wet stones 
Until the passion 


Of winds and love 
Of sun dried the page 
Of the poet's longing. 


The beach walked Pablo. 


On this island 
Their mutual desire 
Found a homeland. 


Distant was this exile 
From the first hearts 
The poet touched. 


ALFRED A. YUSON 


But now as an alien 
Calmly reaching out 
To the postman 


Pablo became the beach. 
Became all waves, all winds, 
All sonnets, all stones, 


All hearts, all islands. 


And the beach became 
All poems, all passion, 
All longing, all desire. 


Together Pablo and the beach 
Reached out to sun and sheets, 
To poets and seas and postmen. 


Together they walked homelands. 


Read by JM Rodriguez 


MAKING THE BROOMSTICK POEM 


MARJORIE EVASCO 


First, you have to find the palm 

Frond of the proper age to ensure 

The right resiliency for flying. 

With the sharpest knife, strip the spine 
Which holds all leaves together. 

From the leaves, just the tender mid- 
Ribs. Then, know the magic total 

And tie the sticks with elephant hair 
Around a young bamboo pole. With this, 
Sweep the back and front doors 

In the dead of moon. Throw salt 
Across the doorway and utter 

Wicked incantations as you ride. 


Read by Chin-chin Gutierrez 
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QUIVERED CALM 


VICTOR JOSE PENARANDA 


As the boat groped upstream 
That moonless evening, 

The engine choked and died. 
Our bodies floated in darkness, 
The river beyond our depth: 

We were stranded in quivered calm. 
The forest on opposite banks 
Was hallucinating with songs — 
Our voices hushed in respect 

At rippling wilderness. 

We paddled urgently 

Strangely with our hands, 
Homing for nearest village 
Encrypted in liquid, 

Equidistant to the heart. 

The stars made stunning claims: 
We could drift forever, 

Forget our names and drown 

In the flood of the Milky Way. 

I closed my eyes to understand. 


Read by Lyn Ching-Pascual 
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wrote poems in Tagalog condemning the American 
colonization of the Philippines. His poetry books 
include Sa Dakong Silangan (1928 and 1995), Mga 
Dahong Ginto (1920) and Mga Tulang Ginto (1958). 


Ricardo M. de Ungria served as 
Chancellor of UP Mindanao. He 
heads the Davao Writers Guild and 
the Mindanao Studies Consortium 
Foundation, Inc. At present, he 
is Commissioner for the Arts at the National 
Commission for Culture and the Arts. 





Marjorie Evasco is a dreamweaver 
writing in two languages: Cebuano- 
Visayan and English. Her two poetry 
books Dreamweavers and Ochre 
Tones won the National Book Award 
for Poetry for 1986 and 1999; Six Women Poets: 
Inter/Views(Aria Edition) won the National Book 
Award for Oral History for 1996; A Life Shaped by 
Music: Andrea O. Veneracion and the Philippine 
Madrigal Singers won the National Book Award for 
Biography; and ANI: The Life and Art of Hermogena 
Borja Lungay, Boholano Painter (UST Publishing 
House, 2006) won the Alfredo Ongpin National Book 
Award for Art. Marj hopes to complete a third poetry 
collection in 2009, her “book of equations.’ Despite 
her nomadic life, she nurtures deep roots in her 
home-island, Bohol. She is based in Manila. 


Poet-critic Ralph Semino Galdn 
teaches literature and the humanities 
at the Faculty of Arts and Letters of 
the University of Santo Tomas. His 
poems in English and Filipino have 
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won prizes from the Philippine Panorama (1993) 
and Home Life Magazine (1998). His first chapbook 
of verses titled The Southern Cross and Other 
Poems (2005) has been launched by the National 
Commission for Culture and the Arts as part of 
its UBOD New Authors Series. At present, he is 
simultaneously working on a second volume of 
poetry and a book of close readings of Philippine 
poetry from English. 


J. Neil C. Garcia finished his BA 
Journalism (magna cum _ laude) 
in the University of Santo Tomas 
in 1990. He is currently teaching 
creative writing and comparative 
literature at the University of the Philippines, 
Diliman, where he also serves as an associate 
for poetry in the Institute of Creative Writing. 
He is the author of numerous poetry collections 
and works in literary and cultural criticism, 
including Our Lady of the Carnival (UP Press, 
1996), The Sorrows of Water (UP Press, 2000), 
Kaluluwa (UST Publishing House, 2001), 
Philippine Gay Culture: The Last Thirty Years 
(UP Press, 1996), and Misterios and Other 
Poems (UP Press, 2005). He recently finished a 
Fulbright research grant at the University of 
California (San Diego), where he studied Asian- 
American poetics. 


National Artist for Literature Amado V. Hernandez 
was a poet, novelist, playwright, journalist, 
and labor leader. His works included the 
poetry collection Isang Dipang Langit 
(Tamaraw Publishing, 1961) and the novels 
Luha ng Buwaya (ADMU Press, 1963) and Mga 
Ibong Mandaragit (Republika ng Philipinas 
International Graphic Service, 1969). He was 


married to National Artist for Theater and 
Music Honorata “Atang” dela Rama. 


Mula sa mahabang linya ng mga Ilokanong 
magsasaka, isinilang si Alwynn C. Javier 
noong 1977 sa Roxas, Isabela. Nag-aral siya 
sa UP Diliman at Ateneo de Manila, at naging 
aktibong miyembro ng UP Repertory Company 
at Heights. Naging fellow siya sa UP National 
Writers Workshop at Ateneo-Heights Writers 
Workshop, at madalas na umuupong miyembro 
ng panel sa taunang Ateneo National Writers 
Workshop. Nagkamit siya ng gantimpalang 
Palanca para sa mga kalipunan ng tulang Ang 
Pasipiko sa Loob ng Aking Maleta (2000), Ang 
Magneto sa Gitna ng Aking Daigdig (2003), at 
Yaong Pakpak na Binunot sa Akin (2009). Siya 
ang may-akda ng libro ng mga tulang Ang 
Pasipiko sa Loob ng Aking Maleta (ADMU 
Press, 2009). Kasalukuyan siyang nagtuturo 
ng panitikan sa Ateneo, at nagsisilbing 
Consultant sa mga proyektong nagsusulong ng 
makatarungang pag-unlad ng kanayunan. 


Mookie Katigbak does freelance 
writing and teaching while waiting 
for the poems that arrive but never 
on schedule. She has won Palanca 
and Free Press awards for work. 
Her first collection of poetry, The Proxy Eros, 
was published by Anvil in 2008. She is married 
to fictionist Sarge Lacuesta. 


a 





Jose F. Lacaba is a multi-awarded 
poet, journalist, translator, and 
screenwriter. He was a political 
prisoner during the Martial Law 
period and was a journalist for the 
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Philippines Free Press. He wrote the screenplay 
for the acclaimed films Rizal sa Dapitan (1997); 
Bagong Bayani (1995); Orapronobis (1989); 
Bayan Ko: Kapit Sa Patalim (1984); and Sister 
Stella L.(1984). His books of poetry are Mga 
Kagila-gilalas na Pakikipagsapalaran: Mga 
Tulang Nahalungkat sa Bukbuking Baul (Office 
of Research and Publications, ADMU, 1979 and 
1996), Sa Panahon ng Ligalig (Anvil, 1991), Edad 
Medya (Anvil, 2000), and Kung Baga sa Bigas: 
Mga Piling Tula (UP Press, 2000). 


Marra PL. Lanot is a freelance 

writer and journalist in Filipino 

> and in English and occasionally 

writes in Spanish. She is author 

of Sheaves of Things Burning 

(Panitikan Publishing, 1967), Flowers of the 

Sun, Passion & Compassion (Mayon Volcano 

Pub. House, 1970), and Witch’s Dance at iba 

pang tula sa Filipino at Espafiol (Anvil, 2000) 

and Riding the Full Moon and other poems in 

Filipino & Spanish (Anvil, 2008), and Dream 

Sketches (Anvil, 1991), The Trouble with Nick & 

Other Profiles (UP Press, 1999), and Déja vu & 

Other Essays (UP Press, 1999). She is the literary 
editor of Phillippines Graphic magazine. 


Marie La Vifia is a 4th year 
philosophy major at the Ateneo de 
Manila University. She graduated 
from the Philippine High School for 
the Arts in 2004 and was a fellow for 
poetry in the 2004 Dumaguete National Writers 
Workshop and the 2005 UP National Writers 
Workshop. She won third place for poetry at the 
2008 Palanca awards. Her work has appeared 
in Philippines Free Press, Story Philippines, 
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the Literary Apprentice, Heights, Dark Blue 
Southern Seas and Crowns and Oranges: Works 
by Young Philippine Poets. 


Edgar B. Maranan is a_ poet, 
essayist, fictionist, playwright, 
writer of children’s stories, and 
translator. He writes in Filipino and 
English, and has published four 
poetry books, including a Tagalog translation 
of a Palawan epic, and several children’s 
books. His latest works include Passage / 
Poems 1983-2006 (Bookmark, 2007), which won 
a National Book Award for poetry in 2008, A 
Taste of Home (Anvil, 2008), and Si Sibol at si 
Gunaw (Bookmark, 2009) a children’s book 
adapted by Ballet Manila as a full-length dance 
presentation. He has won several national 
literary awards, including membership in 
the Carlos Palanca Hall of Fame, the Cultural 
Center of the Philippines literary prize for 
poetry, the PBBY-Salanga Writer's Prize for 
children’s literature, the NCCA Writer's Prize 
for the English essay, and the UMPIL Gawad 
Pambansang Alagad ni Balagtas, the Komisyon 
ng Wikang Pilipino Gawad Francisco Balagtas. 









Victor Emmanuel Carmelo D. 
.)| Nadera, Jr. is an award-winning 
poet, essayist, fictionist, and 


) playwright. He is the president of 

the Unyon ng mga Manunulat sa 
Pilipinas (UMPIL) and served as director of the UP 
Institute of Creative Writing. His books include 
Alit:Dalit, Galit, Halit, Malit, Ngalit, Palit, Salit 
(Anvil, 1993), Mujer Indigena (UP Press, 2000), [H] 
istoryador[A] (UP Press, 2000), and Asinta: Mga 
Tula at Tudla (UST Publishing House, 2002). 
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Victor Pefiaranda is curently a 
freelance writer-researcher. He worked 
in various parts of the country as an 
adviser on governance and community 
ri development. He and his wife, Jo, live in 
Bay, Laguna. 







Si Axel Pinpin ay makatang Cavitefio. 
Nagtapos ng kursong Agrikultura sa 
‘A\Don Severino Agricultural College 
y P|noong 1992. Naging political detainee 
= ng 28-buwan (Abril 2006-Agosto 2008) 
sa Camp Vicente Lim sa kasong Rebelyon. Ngayon 
ay isang full-time na aktibista sa hanay ng uring 
magbubukid. Si Pinpin ang may-akda ng Tugmaang 
Walang Tugma (self-published, 1999) at Tugmaang 
Matatabil (Southem Voices Printing Press, 2008). 


Benigno R. Ramos was born in Bulacan, Bulacan. 
He was called “El Poeta Revolucionario” for his 
radical poems against Americanization during the 
time of the Commonwealth. 








Anna Bernaldo-Romulo graduated from 
the University of Santo Tomas with a 
degree in Literature. She was a fellow 
in the Ist UST and 40th Dumaguete 
| National Writers’ Workshops. Her poems 
have been published in different magazines and 
literary anthologies. She currently works as a writer 
and supervisor at ABS-CBN. She lives in New Manila, 
Q.C. with her husband Jasper and baby pug Otto. 


Patrick Rosal is the author of Uprock 
Headspin Scramble and Dive (Persea 
Books), which won the Members’ 
Choice Award from the Asian 
American Writers’ Workshop, and My 








American Kundiman (Persea Books, 2006), which 
won the Association of Asian American Studies 
2006 Book Award in Poetry. He is currently a US 
Senior Fulbright Scholar to the Philippines. His 
poems and essays have been published widely 
in journals and anthologies including American 
Poetry Review, Harvard Review, The Literary 
Review, Columbia: A Journal of Literature and Art, 
The Beacon Best and Language for a New Century. 
He has been affiliated with the creative writing 
faculties at Penn State, Centre College, University 
of Texas, Rutgers University-Camden, and the 
Kundiman Summer Writers’ Retreat. 


Ivy Rosales graduated with a degree in Biology 
from the Ateneo de Manila University and 
Doctor of Medicine from the Pamantasan ng 
Lungsod ng Maynila. She is currently a resident 
doctor at the Anatomic and Clinical Pathology 
of the Department of Laboratory Medicine 
National Kidney and Transplant Institute. 


Joel Pablo Salud has been a writer, 
journalist and editor for roughly 
20 years. His career as a journalist 
began with The Manila Standard 
and the Manila Times, and has 
worked as editor for a number of publications 
like Mabuhay magazine, People Asia magazine, 
and Filipino Unlimited magazine. His short 
stories and poems have been published in The 
Philippines Free Press and The Philippines 
Graphic. He now saddles his red pen as managing 
editor of Philippines Graphic magazine. 





Epifanio E. San Juan, Jr. earned his AB in 
English from the UP and his PhD in Literature 
from Harvard University. Some of his poetry 
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collections are Kung Ikaw Ay Inaapi, Bakit 
Hindi Ka Magbalikwas (Makibaka Publications, 
Philippines Research Center, 1984), The 
Ashes of Pedro Abad Santos and Other Poems 
(Philippines Research Center, 1986), and Alay 
sa Paglikha ng Bukang Liwayway (Ateneo 
Press, 2000). 


Ildefonso P. Santos was a poet, teacher, and 
translator. Sa Tabi ng Dagat at Iba Pang Tula, 
a collection of his poems edited by Roberto T. 
Afionuevo, was published by Ateneo Press in 2001. 

collaborative verbo-visual project 

Dissonant Umbrellas: Notes Toward a 
Gesamtkunstwerk (UST Publishing House, 2007). 
Also an advocate of intermedia & performance in 
the language arts, he is currently at work on two 


collections of visual poetry, while searching for a 
means to print two other completed manuscripts. 


Making his living as an advertising 
copywriter, Angelo V. Suarez is author 
of three books of poetry, including the 


Cesare A.X. Syjuco is an acclaimed 


multi-media artist, prizewinning 
painter, poet and art critic of 
international stature. Widely 





regarded as “the Golden Boy of 
Philippine Art”, his distinctions include the 
TOYM Award for Art and Culture Advancement, 
the Gawad CCP Sa Sining Biswal, the AAP 
Grand Prize and Gold Medal for Painting 
from the Art Association of the Philippines, 
the Palanca Prize for Poetry, the Purita Kalaw 
Ledesma Award for Art Criticism, and the Araw 
Ng Maynila Patnubay Ng Sining At Kalinganan 
Award from the City of Manila, among many 
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others. He will soon be releasing a 15-track CD 
album and book set of his avant-garde poetry 
and music titled "A Sudden Rush of Genius”. 


Andrea Bugna Teran was born and 
raised in Iloilo City. She graduated 
with an environmental science 
degree from the Ateneo de Manila 
b University. She put her MSc degree 
on hold a few years ago to explore poetry and 
still, her love of science often surfaces in her 
writing. She was Artist-in-Residence with the 
Green Papaya Art Projects last year, where 
she curated a monthly writers-in-conversation 
program. She is currently working as a 
researcher/legislative staff for a bicameral 
commission on science and engineering. 





Joel M. Toledo holds a Masters degree 
in English Studies (poetry) from the 
University of the Philippines Diliman, 
where he likewise finished two 
" undergraduate degrees (Journalism 
and Creative Writing). He has authored three 
books, Pedro and the Lifeforce (Giratfe Books, 1997); 
Chiaroscuro (UST Press, 2008); and The Long Lost 
Startle (UP Press, 2009). He was the recipient of the 
2006 NCCA Literary Prize, a grant for publication 
of his first book of poems. He has won several 
literary awards for his poetry in English, including 
two Don Carlos Palanca Memorial Awards, 
The Philippines Free Press Literary Award, The 
Meritage Press Poetry Prize (San Francisco, USA), 
and was the first Asian to win the Bridport Prize 
in the United Kingdom for his poem, "The Same 
Old Figurative”. He organizes and hosts Happy 
Mondays Poetry Nights, the longest-running, bi- 
weekly poetry reading series in the country. 
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Rowena Tiempo Torrevillas has an AB and an 
MA Creative Writing, 1971 and 1978, and a Ph.D. 
English Lit., 1983, all from the Siliman University. 
She was an associate program administrator of the 
International Writing Program, University of lowa. 
Her works include Mountain Sacraments / Selected 
Poems (DLSU Press, 1991), The Sea-Gypsies Stay 
(UP Press, 2000), and Upon the Willows and Other 
Stories (New Day Publishers, 1980). 


THE EDITORS 


Gémino H. Abad is a renowned critic and poet. 
He was recently conferred Italy’s Premio Feronia. 
His works in criticism and poetry include Man of 
Earth (UP Press, 1989), A Native Clearing (UP Press, 
1993), and A Habit of Shores (UP Press, 1999). He is 
professor emeritus at the University of the Philippines, where he 
also served as director of the UP Institute of Creative Writing. He 
co-founded the Philippine Literary Arts Council (PLAC). 


Bienvenido Lumbera is a poet, critic, and dramatist. 
He is a National Artist for Literature and was 
also awarded the Ramon Magsasay Award for 
Journalism, Literature, and Creative Communication 
Arts. His latest poetry book is Poetika/Politika (UST 
Publishing House, 2008). 





Alfred A. Yuson, or Krip, has authored 22 books: novels, 
poetry collections, short fiction, essays, children’s 
stories and biographies, apart from having edited 
many other titles, including literary anthologies and 
travel and corporate coffee-table publications. 

He has gained numerous distinctions, including the SEAWrite 
(SouthEast Asian Writers) Award from Thai royalty for lifetime 
achievement. He has been elevated to the Hall of Fame of the 
Carlos Palanca Memorial Awards for Literature, the Philippines’ 
most prestigious literary distinction. 

Yuson serves as Philippines Editor for MANOA: A Pacific Journal 
of International Writing, published by the University of Hawaii. He 
contributes a weekly literature and culture column to The Philippine 
Star. He teaches fiction and poetry at Ateneo de Manila University, 
where he held the Henry Lee Irwin Professorial Chair. 
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Christine Bersola-Babao rehearses with Lyn Ching-Pascual Broadcast journalist Julius Babao 
vocal coach JC Uy rehearses the poems 
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